CHAPTER   XXIX.
THE WEAUY  TITAN.
THE dissolution of the Parliament left Oliver more than ever alone in his Titanic task. By his own unaided strength he had to hold up the firmament of authority and order. There were mutterings of earthquake within, and roarings of an outer deluge. But after six months of supreme and almost silent effort there was a portentous calm, in which he lay down to die, and left the world at gaze for more than a year longer before ruin came.
In addressing Parliament he had not exaggerated the dangers threatening the Commonwealth. With his curious faculty for obtaining always at the right moment the precise information most needful for his immediate duties, he could not fail to be aware that fresh schemes for combining invasion from abroad with conspiracy at home were now drawing to a head, and were very nearly ripe for prevention. One day about this time, when Lord Broghill was at Whitehall, the Protector suddenly told him, with a shrewd smile, that an old friend of his lordship had just come to town. " Why, whom can your Highness mean ?" asked Broghill. " The Marquis of Ormond," answered Oliver, amused at the startled dismay evident on his faithful follower's face. Broghill, anxious to clear himself of any collusion with the organiser of papistic insurrection, protested that if it were so the visit was entirely without his privity. (C I know that well enough/"* said Cromwell; " but if you. wish to do your old friend a kindness, let him know that I am fully informed both as to his presence and his aims/'' Lord Broghill took the hint, and being directed by Cromwell to Ormondes lodging, told the Marquis what had passed, and had no difficulty in persuading him to go back hastily to his master.*
* This story is given in "Budgell's Memoirs of the Boyles."  Thurloe, writing to  Henry Cromwell on March. 15,  1658, mentions Onnond's recention had become intolerable. " I think it high time to put an end to your sitting,'' he exclaimed, " and I do dissolve this Parliament; and let God judge between you and me 1"h a man to his grave, if not to hell! *'
